bottles of white Crimean wine, tumblers and bonbons. Then followed
toasts pledged with clinking glasses and then more music. It was a romantic
scene in its pinewood setting, the amber moonlight filtering through dark
branches and the mingled scents of sea and pine lingering on the still air.
One after another each contributed a song or a poem or a dance.
Valodya, who seemed to be at his gayest, brought tears of mirth to their
eyes with a long ridiculous ckastoudiki which he sang in the old-fashioned
wailing peasant manner with hardly any tune at all, stretching out the
words like a drawn tape-measure.
They all clapped his song, especially Doctor Kravchenko, who was
enjoying the party immensely. Thoughts chased through her mind as she
sat curled up on a fallen tree-trunk. She thought of her own unhappy
childhood, contrasted with her Leonid's carefree life. She thought of
her husband with a warm sense of friendship. She hoped this absurd
Valodya would one day mate as happily. He was at a dangerous age.
Another married woman might not treat him as sensibly as she, for he was
ridiculously touching with his ill-directed emotions. She liked the way he
continued to study his difficult technical manuals. Valodya threw himself
whole-heartedly into everything he did. He was a hundred-per-center,
It was impossible not to like him. He was so completely without guile.
She felt she would like to pick out a nice girl for him of his own age* And
then she smiled to herself to think how indignantly he would repudiate
such an idea.
So she smiled her friendliest smile upon this tall gawky youth, who was
gallantly throwing himself with all his might into the entertainment.
When it came to Ludmilla's turn she sang on the spur of the moment
a sweet little lullaby she remembered hearing her mother sing once.
Unaccompanied, her shawl loosely gathered round her shoulders, her
blue ribbon gleaming in the moonlight, Ludmilla's clear young voice rose
among the pine-trees.
" , , , sleep my little one,
The stars will guard your cot,
Softly the wind scarcely stirs
The slender golden stem.
Sleep my baby free from care
Till the SUB high overhead
Sends a golden loaf through the air,
Onto your window pane. . . ."
Now it was Doctor Kravchenko's turn. She was careful to refrain from
dancbg the dance she had danced at Ludmilla's wedding party out df
pity for poor Valodya. Ste knew how seductive were those Exquisite
Instead she did a different dance . . , quite as bea&ttfol
106